A LAST CONFESSION	47
But all she might have changed to, or might change to,
(I know nought since—she never speaks a word—)
Seemed in that laugh.   Have I not told you yet,
Not told you all this time what happened, Father,
When I had offered her the little knife,
And bade her keep it for my sake that loved her,
And she had laughed ?   Have I not told you yet ?      530-
{ Take it,' I said to her the second time,
' Take it and keep it.'   And then came a fire
That burnt my hand ;  and then the fire was blood,
And sea and sky were blood and fire, and all
The day was one red blindness ;  till it seemed
Within the whirling brain's entanglement
That she or I or all things bled to death.
And then I found her laid against my feet
And knew that I had stabbed her, and saw still
Her look in falling.    For she took the knife	540
Deep in her heart, even as I bade her then,
And fell; and her stiff bodice scooped the sand
Into her bosom.
And she keeps it, see,
Do you not see she keeps it ?—there, beneath
Wet fingers and wet tresses, in her heart.
For look you, when she stirs her hand, it shows
The little hilt of horn and pearl,—even such
A dagger as our women of the coast
Twist in their garters.
Father, I have done :
And from her side now she unwinds the thick	550-
Dark hair ; all round her side it is wet through,
But like the sand at Iglio does not change.
Now you may see the dagger clearly.   Father,
I have told all: tell me at once what hope
Can reach me still.   For now she draws it out
Slowly, and only smiles as yet: look. Father,
She scarcely smiles : but I shall hear her laugh
Soon, when she shows the crimson blade to God.

